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SFECIAL NOTICES. 





Puck will hereafter be on Sale in London, at the News Agency 
rt Messrs. HENRY F. GILLIG & CO., 449, Strand, Charing 
Toss. 





Americans in Paris, hitherto reduced to ‘‘Punch’’. ‘‘Fun’’ and 
an «. will now find their natural paper on file at the ‘‘Herald”’ 
ce, 49 Avenue de l’Opéra. 





We cannot undertake to return rejected communications, and 
to this rule we can make no exception. 





Remittances by Money Order, etc., are to be 
ad to Keppler & SCHWARZMANN. 





ga@ «(Our advertising friends are only required to pay bills 
presented on the billheads of Puck, with our stamp IMPRESSED 
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OUR MAP OF THE MUNICIPAL CAMPAIGN. 
HE Battle of Waterloo, N. Y., has been 
fought, and we have won. As, of course, 

it was known that we would. Now, fling 


up your hats! Bully for our side! Three 
cheers for our noble selves! Vive Ze what’s- 
his-name! Hurrah! Faugh-a-ballaugh! Puck 


has been for a long time envious of the war- 
maps with which our Esteemed Contemp. the 
Herald has puzzled a confused public; and, 
more latterly, Puck has shed bitter tears of 
mortification over the illustrations of murder- 
scenes and bank-burglaries which our other 
Esteemed Contemp. the Sux has given to its 
distracted readers. 

But sometimes even Puck gets his back up; 
and this week he has prepared for his readers 
a War-map which surpasses even the most 
artistic designs of the famous artists of the Sun 
and Herald. . 

We claim, and we think with reason, that 
not one of the artists in the composing rooms 
of those great journals can set up in mud, plas- 
ter or putty, a war-map equal to that on our 
first page this week. 

But the spirit of prophecy that lies within it 
is greater than even its artistic merits. When 
the Hera/d published its pretty pictures of 
Herzegovina tumbling into Bosnia with Cyprus 
roaming around loose, did that chromo (if we 
may call it so) foretell the result of the Russo- 
Turkish war? No. When the Sw gives us a 
mezzotint of Jesse Billings’s house and sur- 
roundings with beautiful photos of the foot- 
steps in the mud, did it convey to the troubled 
gazer any idea as to who shot the unfortunate 
and very dead female? Again, No! 

Here is the triumph of Puck, Aha! Now we 
soar as an illustrated journal far above the 
Esteemed Contemps. we have alluded to. As 
the lithographers print our brilliant pages no 
vote has yet been put in the ballot-box, and 
yet we show the picture of the elected Mayor; 


show the influences that will surround his offi- 
cial career; show, in fact, the whole battle- 
field and show up the victors. 

There they are. Take it any way you please, 
and suit yourselves, 








THAT COMBINATION KEY. 


HERE does the People’s money go? 
That is a funny conundrum except to 
ze those despoiled parties who in vain 
try to answer it. Sometimes cashiers of savings 
banks find it necessary for their health to buy 
fast horses, that they may speed along the well- 
paved driving avenues which stretch out in 
many places over the face of the country; or, 
ocean breezes are requisite to ward off incipient 
dyspepsia, so they feel compelled to purchase 
fleet yachts—which are expensive. Or, in 
frequent cases home delights have fled; the 
bloom on the wife’s cheek has faded, the round 
contour of her form has vanished into the dust 
that gave it. So, our cashier invests in another 
rosier and rounder female, who is much faster 
than either his horse or his yacht; and more 
expensive, also. 

And the mode of disposing of the People’s 
money is, apart from bad and speculative in- 
vestments, when naughty, bad men come with 
‘‘jimmies’”” and wrenches, and gunpowder, 
and things; and smash Banks generally. 

But the triumph of this age is where the 
shrewd business-like Bankers ask for deposits 
of the People’s money, and forget to tell them 
that the key to the combination of the safe 
is given to a feeble old Janitor who lives in 
the Bank building. The People don’t know 
this, but the shrewd and business-like burglar 
does. He points his unloaded pistol at the 
Janitor’s head, and thereupon immediately re- 
ceives the combination that throws open to 
him the doors of the safe, with its treasures. 
Instead of undermining vaults, blasting with 
explosives, drilling with cold steel, the burglars 
gently ask the Janitor for the key, tie his arms 
with a rope, stuff a gag in his mouth, and quietly 
walk off with their spoils. This is nice for the 
burglars. The idea of the amount of brain- 
work and physical force they used to employ in 
endeavoring to ‘‘crack” a Bank is painful to 
contemplate. 

They order this matter better in America, 
now. But certain complaining persons there 
be who growl at the Bank directors and claim 
that they are not proper guardians of the 
deposits they solicit; and in one recent case, 
quite notorious, they think it queer, to put it 
mildly, that every money-box was opened, ex- 
cept one containing $50,000 belonging to the 
boss-director of the Bank, and a leading poli- 
tician of that party which supplies to the com- 
munity most of our burglars. 

It would be well if parties interested could 
know a little more about the internal arrange- 
ment of the Banks in which their money lies; 
and meantime, we doubt not, the burglars are 
preparing another quiet raid on some aged 
Janitor, encouraged by the recent success at 
Broadway and Bleecker street. 





TASTE AND VULGARITY. 
‘THE man who chose the patterns for the cars 
on the Metropolitan Elevated Railway was a 
gentleman. The man who approved of the 
designs for the cars of the east-side line was a 
gent. 





THE daily newspapers are very poor reading 
these wet mornings, especially when they have 
lain for an hour and a half on a flooded stoop 
before the house-girl gets up.—S. 7. Mews- 
Letter. But they can’t be dry reading, any- 
how. 








MISUNDERSTOOD. 






























HEARTLESS SciENTIST—‘‘ Miss Adelina, per- 
mit me to ask your acceptance of my Hand—” 

GusHING MaipEN—‘‘ O, Professor—so sud- 
den—” 

HEARTLEss SCIENTIST (/roceeding)—-‘‘ My 
—er—Handbook of the Buddhist Psychology 
and Ethnology of the Hindoos.” 


MEN of faction—Politicians. 





UNSATISFACTORY Letters of Credit.—Zx. 





THE first silk hat of the average young man 
is rarely a success. 





A MUDDY country road is something to add 
mire. 





IF you come across a leopard in a lonely 
jungle, shoot him on the spot. 





Guiascow’s bank “ busted” because British 
institutions are getting Americanized, yer know. 





A YOUNG man married is a man that’s mar- 
red, says Shakspere. ‘True—because he’s ma’d 
in law. 





Ir you’d know what is meant by ‘“ My 
Grandfather’s Clocks,” just glance at the old 
man’s embroidered socks. 





In theology, as in every other business, in- 
side tracks are desirable. A loaf of bread will 
convert a hungry heathen. 





THERE is one advantage in going to the 
Opera. At least you don’t hear ‘“‘ Grandfather’s 
Clock” between the acts. 





Now that the Massachusetts election is near 
at hand, it appears certain that Talbot a few 
Republicans will support their regular ticket. 





GRANT is coming back. This is hard on 
the Sun. It can’t manage, at the same time, a 
Present- Taker candidate for a third term, and 
a Fraudulent President. 





THE swollen brooklet murmurs louder; 
All songless flit the feathery troupe ;— 

The clam, departed from the chowder, 
Leaves but a weak potato soup. 
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PUCK. 








HOWN UP. 


TALMAGE 


7 is our pleasant duty to allow the people 
ay of this country to see our Bro. Talmage as 


his congregation sees him. We have illu- 
strated his ideas; we have depicted the points, 
in a moral way, which he, in a much more 
theatrical way, gives to his Sunday public. 

We wish that the moral tone of Puck could 
be a little unshackled for the moment, that we 
might be as dramatic and as full of low-comedy 
in our illustrations as Bro. Talmage is in his 
hop-skip-and-dance sermons. But, no! We 
cannot descend to the level of the ‘‘ dives,” or 
the Brooklyn Tabernacle. We go as far as is con- 
sistent with the morals of a high-toned paper. 

This week, however, we rejoice to have been 
able to let the whole world see our Bro. T. as 
he is. The daily papers, as in duty bound, 
report his sermons, with more or less exactness, 
Dear friends, take up your next reported sermon 
of Bro. Talmage and read it in the light which 
Puck pours upon it this week. 

And, seriously, in writing these lines, it does 
seem strange that this greatest sensational 
creation of the age should labor at merely 
$12,000 a year for a lot of Trustees in Brook- 
lyn, when a capitalist is‘ open to take him at a 
sum far greater—probably double the amount. 
We refer, of course, to Mr. Barnum, with his 
‘Greatest Show on Earth.” 

And we think Barnum’s Circus is mis-named 
without Talmage. We don’t want him to go 
there to speak, but we think his physical possi- 
bilities are such that there can be no “‘greatest 
show on earth” without him. 

Years ago we had Hanlon with his eerial 
flight from gallery to stage; years ago we had 
Blondin cooking pancakes as he crossed a rope 
over the rapids of Niagara; years ago we had 
““India-Rubber Men” who used to tie their 
legs around their necks, and hop, quite unplea- 
santly, like frogs, on their hands about the stage. 

Where are these now? All gone, but yet 


remains ‘Talmage, and no agent of Barnum has ‘ 


yet engaged him. Why is this thus? Wasit not 
one of Dickens’s giants who fell into misfortune 
through a sudden weakness which struck into 
his noble legs? ‘There is no weakness in Tal- 
mage’s legs. Let him exhibit them in Barnum’s 
Circus and he need fear no reduction of salary, 
on account of his legs going back on him, 
except in an acrobatic way. Barnum has a 
man who catches cannon-balls in his hands. 
We doubt not Talmage could catch them in 
his mouth, easily—and when they came out 
they would be more harmless than many other 
things which for some years have come forth 
from that same mouth. 

Clearly then, some of Barnum’s skirmishers 
who are prowling about after 20-inch dwarfs, 
and two-headed mules, or woolly hogs, ought to 
seize the opportunity, hie them to Brooklyn 
and secure Talmage. 

If they don’t, some side-show will get him. 








DEAR friend of ours, with whom we 


THE BOB-TAILED CAR. 
vn roamed in early youth, writes us from a 
" far distant city that our hits about New 
York are appreciated when they are understood. 
Dear boy, does not all the world turn its eyes 
to New York, as the flowers turn up their bright 
faces to the sun for warmth and light? But 
possibly our old friend has not heard of a bob- 
tail car; for in the unenlightened regions where- 
in he liveth, it is doubtful if they have arrived 
at that degree of civilization. Well then, Dan, 
dear boy, a bob-tailed car is the outgrowth of 
the extreme poverty of horse-railway companies. 


Being poor and destitute themselves, they 
shrink from starving a conductor on $1.60 per 
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day’s work of eighteen hours. Being humane 
and Bergh-ish, they really cannot find it in 
their consciences to drive a horse till he drops 
on the streets, valueless—a mere thing of ribs, 
and skin, and hoofs. So they generally dis- 
charge the conductor, and let him starve on 
nothing per day; and they humanely sell one 
horse of each car-team to a street-peddler. 

Then they rig up a one-horsed arrangement, 
they pen up an unfortunate man in an iron box 
on the front platform; they make him drive 
with one hand; give change with the other; 
pull signal-bells with the third; take fares with 
another; drive unruly boys off the step with a 
fifth; and with still another hand they are sup- 
posed to warn little children from being run 
ever on the tracks, 

Thus much for the unfortunate conducto- 
driver in his iron pen. But for the passengers! 
For the mother who takes her little Bertie and 
Bessie out for a ride—what can she say when, 
no conductor being present on the rear plat- 
form, she finds Bessie chucked in the mud be- 
cause the car had started before the child could 
be lifted off. And for the multitude of infirm, 
feeble and aged who struggle into and out 
from the car, their poor gymnastics are stuff 
for fiends—and only fiends to grin at. 

The people of America are a long-suffering 
people; but in the matter of street-travel cannot 
they do something better than to mildly raise 
their palms and murmur, “‘ How long, O Lord, 
how long ?” E. S. L. 








THE CERULEAN STYLUS. 


WE wish to enter a mild protest. 
Against the Blue Pencil demon. 


We don’t mind him in small quantities. The | 


beautifully fresh young man, new to the world 
and all its wicked ways, who marks everyone of 
his youthful paragraphic indiscretions and mails 
them to a thousand unappreciative editors from 
Portland, Maine, to Cape Mendocino, is per- 
haps a necessary evil of the profession. At any 
rate, he is comparatively harmless, and his in- 
tentions are good. 

There are fountains of compassion in our 
hearts for that young man. He may be per- 
sonally a respectable character. We all know him, 
and many of us have, at some time, been him. 

Nor do we cherish any bitter feelings toward 
the up-country exchange that, having struck, 
by some miraculous chance, a genuine, actual, 
able-bodied joke, in good state of preservation, 
immediately issues an extra edition, puts a 
blue border around the humorous atrocity, and 
writes a special editorial letter to all journals 


on its list, requesting that the said atrocity be |, 


copied, and offering to ‘‘ reciprocate.” 

No, we are not angered by the receipt of 
such a paper. It is just as easy to waste-basket 
it as another. 

But we do object to the unlimited and irra- 
tional extension of this system. 

A line must be drawn somewhere, and we 
are getting pretty near the right place to draw it. 

The adolescent paragrapher may be tole- 
rated; the rural humorist may be pardoned; 
but when the nameless wretch who writes the 
soap puffs in the patent outsides gets to marking 
his abortions with lead-pencil, and then bom- 
barding us with them—then—then—the tor- 
tures of a sulphurous and eternal pandemonium 
are alone adequate to the situation. 

We have now on our table exchanges con- 
taining blue-penciled advertisements of Dr. 
Pierce’s Purgative Carboline; Buchu’s Favorite 
Remedy; Sozodont’s Cathartic Bitters, and 
Ethan Allen’s D. Q. Soap, 

They may be, one and all, triumphs of jour- 
nalistic art; but if we could lay our hands in 
benediction, or the other thing, on the head 
of the individual who is responsible for them, 
there would be gory times in this office. 





THE GLARING PROOFS STILL ABUNDANT. 
Editor Puck: 

The appreciative American and, I may say, 
European, public cannot fail tolook on your bold 
and manly course regarding the unraveling and 
elucidation of some of the most glaring frauds, 
with sincere approval and admiration. So 
favorably do I regard your policy that I have 
at last consented, in my own mind, to aid the 
good cause and in the crushing warfare that 
you are so vigorously waging. 

Mr. Bennett’s little abortion (yclept Hera/@) 
has submitted many flattering offers, but I have 
treated every overture with the contempt it 
merited. 

Read the catalogue, and then stand amazed 
at the carmagnole. 

No. 1. 

*“o 0 0 0 0 0 © oO 
© 0 0 © 0 Oo.” 


Is not the above an undoubted “ cipher.” 
In the above innocent sentence is embodied 
substantially the reply of Mr. U.S. Grant to 
the Empress of India in being asked by that 
dignitary to sake—a walk around Crystal Palace 
block. 


oo 0 8 @ OS 


No. 2. 
AucustTA, Ga., Sept. 18, 1877. 
Zo ALGERNON FITZKING. 

If you don’t keep away from “‘ My Johanna” 
you will find yourself doing leading business at 
the front basement of my boot, and you will 
not find said “‘ casing” a cipher. 

Yours, J.C. Purner ( Johanna’s Pa.) 
| 


TENNESSEE, Oct. 1, 187—. 





| Dear Biv: 

The original—‘‘ Wildes Summer Rose ”’—be- 
| ginning—‘‘ My Life is like the Summer Rose” 
|—was written by me—/fact/ Don’t give it 
| away. *“D. Your.” 

No. 3. 
DEAR SIR: 

Betsy and Me air out—-Thanatopcis—Rosin 
the Beau—Bin gin on the Rind—the outcastz 
ov Pokar Phlat—Iunyuse’s lethurs and all uther 
desputid lituary jems iz mine, anyboddie els to 
the contrayry notwithstandin’. 


Yours, Josu B—. 
No. 4. 
N. O., July 20, 1878. 
Dear A.: 
‘Oh why should the s—pt of mortals be 
proud, 
When he finds himself tied to so un-Godly a 
crowd ?” 


I, Map. W. 

Now, by Heavens, shall thy blood stand on 
end, and thy young hair boil with mingled 
alarm and scare. 


And I ain’t proud. 


No. 5. 
OCTOBER 1, 1878. 
CHIN-LONG CHIN to DENIS KEARNEY. 
Iahw eyd eyos—ony og tsew flesuoy. , 
CHIN, 


The above is enough for one issue, but I 
could go on and, with the documents in my 
possession, prove that G. Washington didn’t 
know the truth from a lion-tamer, that Benj. 
Franklin never invented kerosene. In fine, I 
believe that I could prove anything if the 
Greenback party would do the square thing 
by me. Yours, J. A. D. 


Puck is puzzled to know what queen’s birth- 
day the Thirteenth Regiment of Brooklyn is 
going to celebrate in Canada. If that of the 
Queen of England, it were perhaps as well to 
wait till May 25th, 1879, wadess they mean to 
do it on May 25th, 1878. Or maybe it’s the 





Queen of Cannibal Islands. 
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CHAPLAIN BEECHER. 


HE bass-drums yield their basest sound, 
The trumpets all their brass, 
As Chaplain Beecher, so renowned, 
Heads Regimental Ass. 


The servant-girls rush out to see 
This reverend rider rare; 

Who smiles on them and wishes he 
Could have a gallop there. 


This man of peace looks rather queer 
In uniform and sword, 

And spurred—like other chanticleer 
That loves his Hen re Ward. 


He gives his horse and fancy rein, 
Nor heeds the loud comniands, 
As he sits holding once again 
A brid(e)al in his hands, 


As he dismounts from oft his nag, 
Whose back cuts like a wedge, 
A joke comes from this wicked wag 

About the “‘ ragged edge.” 


His troubles make him heave a sigh 
And drop some tears of woe; 
For though he is a chaplain high, 


He is a chap lain low. 
H.C. dD: 








FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 


No. LXII. 


HE GOES TO ST. PA- 
TRICK’S CATHEDRAL 
FAIR, 


Ya-as, yer know, 

Jack Carnegie aw 

asked me if I’d like 

to go to a weligious 

F-f-fair or Bazaar— 

a place where dif- 

ferwent descwip- 

tions of people, all 

of them Woeman 

Catholics, sell a most incongwuous assortment 
of articles to people who don’t want them. 

This peculiah arwangement is held aw in 
a wathah large unfinished building, erwected 
on a Fifth Avenue, verwy white in appearwance, 
and which severwal fellaws have told me is to 
be a Cathedwal at some aw future perwiod. 

Jack and I, and aw two or thrwee Irwish- 
Amerwican fellaws—aw quite decent—dwove 
up aw one evening to the establishment. It 
wasn’t verwy difficult to find, because, yer see, 
there was an electwic light outside, or something 
of that charwactah, shining verwy bwightly. The 
w-ays went up and down, and all w6und, and 
got into a felliw’s eyes, but, howevah, they 
were’nt verwy twoublesome. 

We aw passed thrwough some things that go 
wound and wound and clwick, turn-over stiles, 
or something of that sort they are called, and 
got’ into the building which was fwightfully 
cwowded, and aw it was only after quite con- 
siderwable exertion, we could manage to cwush 
thrwough the othah people. 

The Irwish-American aw fwiends of ours 
wemarked aw confidentially to me, that.they 
observed aw severwal ex-cooks and laundwesses 
that had wesided at differwent perwiods in 
their families, pwomenading the F-f-fair, and 
buying things with gweenbacks aw just faw all 
the world like othah people. 

Aftah wall, it’s a d-doosid good feature in 
this aw Wepublic that these aw slaveys have 
the pwivilege of having a large amount of fwee- 
dom in this wespect—does verwy well he-ah, 
but I couldn’t put up with it at home, yer 
know, that would be quite too awfully beastly 
to wub shouldahs he-ah, there, and everwy- 
where with this gwade of individual. 


~ 


| half bad, by Jove. 





It appeahs that this aw building is cwowded 
with so many aw individuals for the purpose of 
securwing severwal hundwed thousands of 
gweenbacks to make it a pwopahly finished 
cathedwal. 

Jack says it is quite a laudable object; and 
I’m aw inclined to agwee with Jack, for I wa- 
ther like Woeman Catholics—indeed aw it’s 
quite good form to go ovah to the Womish 
church. Awsome membahs of my aw family 
have gone in for this sort of thing, and Bute, 
Wipon and a lot of othah aw men have aw fol- 
lowed their example. Besides, yer see, Man- 
ning and the Norfolk Howards and George 
Bowyer and aw I are verwy good fwiends. 

The fellaws in charge of this fair are not 
They weceived us with 
what the Fwench call empwessement, yer 
know. They pwobably appwove of the society 
of distinguished forweigners. 

An Amerwican barwistah, a aw Mulwy— 


devilish good fellaw, I should say—pwesented | 


us to the pwincipal dirwectahs, A aw—aw—a 
aw Mr. Tweasurwah aw Lynch carwied on a 
twifling conversation with us. 


We twied to wander everwywhere about the | 


Fair, but our pwogwess wasn’t verwy wapid, be- 
cause some not bad-looking female young cwea- 


tures, with pencils and papah in their hands, | 
kept wequesting us to take aw c-c-chances in | 
lotterwies to win an extwaordinarwy varwiety | 
‘Only a dollah for a t-t-ticket in | 


of articles. 
this beautiful child’s cwadle.” Now what the 
deuce could I do aw with a child’s cwadle, as i 
have nevah aw committed matwimony ? 

Any fellaw could be in a lotterwy for almost 
anything. A waffle for aw a twip to Eurwope 
and back, a waffle faw a twip to aw, | believe, 
to Afwica, and aw anothah twip to Wottahdam. 
Wondah what a feliaw would do who won all 
these marween pwizes. He’d pwobably have 
to go to all the places—an awful baw aw. 


The gimewacks and aw f-f-fancy work at the 
stalls—call them tables, yer know, in this coun- 
twy—were offered, and, I suppose, some of 
them are got wid of; but what aw people can 
find to do with the things when they get them 
I aw weally can’t understand. Suppose they 
do it faw charwity and to be weligiously happy. 

Lots of fellaws and women are affected in 
this way, Jack says. 

A feilaw can be weighed; he can have his 
height twied; he can see aw Punch and aw 
Judy—for extwa aw payments. He can dwink 
lemonade fwom a Miss Webecca at a well, and 
aw eat ice-cweam, served aw by aw aw girls of 
varwious gwades of beauty; he can win a five- 
hundwed-dollah bond, bedwoom furniture— 
even aw an Amerwican billiard table. Awfully 
widiculous this, yer know. 

A gweat many elections are also carwied on 
he-ah. A fellaw can vote for any Generwal, 





or policeman, or newspapah, or anybody, or 
anything in the countwy. Aw a cathedwal 
| seems a queer place to carwy on voting in, but 
| then aw Amerwica’s an odd quartah of the 
globe, so differwent fwom Gweat Bwitain, yer 
know. 

Just befaw we were going a fellaw asked me 
if I had weceived my lettah, I weplied: No! 
no lettah, and I went with him to the post 
office— they have a post office and a newspa- 
pah he-ah—and two laughing, pwetty, plump 
female cweatures with aw awfully jolly aw 
wavishing eyes handed me a lettah addwessed 
to me aw. I paid about aw, I think, a shil- 
ling faw it, in Amerwican money, of course. 
Doosid odd how the lettah got there, but it 
wasn’t a verwy Satistactorwy communication, 
because I couldn’t tell who wote it. Two or 
thrwee lines aw about love—aw-aw- fully funny — 
| and besides there was a stwange signature with 
| initials. Aw Jack Carnegieand I hope the Cathe- 
| dwal will get all the gweenbacks it requires aw, 
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WHO’S TO PAY? 
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BRITANNIA.—“ As it is for your protection, my dear, I presume you will bear the 


expense ?”’ 


Inp1a.—“ As it is your notion, and for your own sake, I am sure you will be de- 


lighted to pay it yourself!” 


— Fun. 
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DISENCHANTMENT. 


ez Tipo 
NSHRINED within my secret soul 
#2 Are sweet remembrances of thee, 
And as the tides of memory roll 
They bear thine image back to me. 


Thy wondrous form and perfect face 
From out the varnished fact arise, 

As erst thou stood’st in living grace 
And charmed me with thy soulful eyes. 


Ah! loveliest maid the skies beneath! 
To wed with thee I once was fain, 
But when I found false were thy teeth, 


I could not bear thy sight again. 
WwW. M. 








SOCIAL FIENDS. 


VI. 
THE ADVERTISING FIEND. 


SOME 








Tus title is evidently a misnomer, but it is 
applied to this class of Fiends by a dear friend 
of ours who does zof wear a blue-ribbon. ‘The 
Advertising Fiend should rather be called the 
Fiend who solicits advertisements, and, to put 
it mildly, he is a terror! 

Let us parenthesize just here, that this is no 
fling at the noble army of martyrs who roam 
about seeking whom they may induce to fill the 
columns of the daily and weekly press with 
notices of ‘‘ Mrs. Swindling’s Losing Syrup,” 
and “45 pounds of Tea for 1o cents.” Re- 
ference is here made merely to those terrible 
Fiends who, as self-constituted agents of the 
Hokokus Bugle, and the Possotowomie Scad, 
attack the business-houses of our cities with long 
drawn out appeals for half-column advertise- 
ments for those—as the Fiends claim—widely 
circulated journals. 

“ There is an amount of local trade that you 
can secure, sir, by advertising in the Augie, 
that will be worth 500 per cent. on the reason- 
able rates we charge. And we will give you 
two columns of Editorial notice.” ‘lhe mer- 
chant hesitates—and is lost! For at that mo- 
ment arrives another Advertising Fiend, also a 
self-appointed agent of the Scad and the Bugle, 
who offers lower rates, more eolumns of edi- 
torial notices, and asserts that he and he alone 
is authorized to solicit advertisements and col- 
lect for those influential journals. 

This is, so to speak, cruel to the merchant; 
but he has no idea of what suffering. is, till a 
third self-appointed agent of these powerful 
weeklies comes in and protests that he is the 
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MMANY’S NATURALIZATION MACHINE. (From our own little Edison.) 





father-in law of the Bugle, and the second- 
cousin of the Scad; thus clearly demonstrating 
his claim as the only vea//y authorized agent to 
solicit ads. for those widely circulated organs of 
public opinion. 

Now this is getting hot for Mr. Merchant. 


| 


MORAL MASSACHUSETTS. 
T the hour of our going to press things 
ay political are so curled up and twisted 
and mixed in Massachusetts that it con- 
fuses the prophetic mind to inquire as to where 


co 


And it grows more torrid when all the Fiends | the laurels of victory will hang out after the 


place their hands in each other’s hair; and 
throw their eyes and noses against each other’s 
fists; and lie down violently on each other on 
the floor, to the destruction of chairs, tables, 
and furniture generally. 

As Mr. Merchant considers that he has had 
enough of these fellows, he declines to make 
a charge against them when the policeman ar- 
rives. So they depart in peace—and somewhat 
in pieces; while the merchant sends for new 
furniture, and the porter scrapes up the rem- 
nants of eyes, noses and ears, and regales the 
office-cat thereon. 

But the Advertising Fiend does not end here. 
Ono! Monstrum horrendum ... cui lumen is 
sometimes ademptum (when he gets into a row), 
he turns up again the next morning. He?— 
they! All of them, and more—but we forbear 
to depict the woes of the merchant. Let it be 
remembered that Puck is a funny paper, and 
its subjects of contemporaneous human interest 
should be selected from the bright side of nature. 

It is not alone in the houses of business, how- 
ever, that the Advertising Fiend works his evil 
deeds. In another place he is yet more fiendish. 
It is well known that any inhabitant of the 
United States can edit and publish a newspaper. 
Genervlly they go in for their little ideas, with 
noble hopes to succeed—and don’t! They have 
type, talent, and they hire a press—but the 
Advertising Fiend, and he alone—kills them. 
When the editor is writing that noble article on 
“*Cows’ Milk as a Fertilizer of Mules,” then in 
rushes one Adv. Fiend and drags him off toa 
Merchant to assure the latter that this Fiend is 
the ondy authorized, &c., &c.;—while another 
A. F. snatches him in another direction to see 
another Merchant on the same errand, until, 
dear provincial readers, it is not uncommon to 
see the streets of New York literally littered 
with the débris of ambitious young newspaper 
publishers, ruthlessly torn asunder by rival 
Advertising Fiends. 

But this subject can be pursued no further. 
There is a sadness about it that bids the pen 
pause in its career. But one thing I wish to say, 
one remark I have to make—if the Advertising 
Fiend ever assaults you, shoot him on the spot. 
Any spot will do. E. S. L. 


coming Fifth of November. 

Whichever way the contest may end, it is no 
funeral of ours. By the time these lines reach 
the eye of the reader, the fight will have been 
fought. But the delicious uncovering of the 
muddy places in Massachusetts, the pretty and 
picturesque skeletons held out to public gaze 
by the redoubtable Butler, afford most delect- 
able reading in the descriptions we have thereof. 

The tale of the Commission appointed by the 
government of that glorious State, of a dozen 
—less or more—to sell 150 acres of land is 
matter for a high-toned society novel. One 
hundred and fifty acres of sand and marsh sell 
for $7,000, and the Commissioners receive 
$17,000 for their arduous labors. It does not 
appear to us that any ordinary business trans- 
actions could be transacted on this principle 
and succeed. ‘To put it more plainly to the 
Commoners of this glorious Commonwealth, if 
they sold a yard of calico for 7 cents, and pay 
the clerk 17 cents for selling it, no forty-horse- 
power microscope could discover where the 
profit came in. Which is the reason that while 
the valuation of property in Massachusetts is 
steadily going down, down, pown! the rate of 
taxation is just as steadily going up, wf, uP! 
All of which is very funny to outsiders who are 
told that Massachusetts offers a model govern- 
ment for the world to admire and imitate. The 
fact of Gov. Rice discharging ex-Governor 
Gaston’s relative for ‘‘ patriotic purposes” and 
appointing his own nephew for the purpose of 
getting him very many hundreds of dollars, 
adds another to the delightful scandals con- 
nected with our late (two) cent-ennial glori- 
fication. 

The fact is that Butler has used his rake most 
effectively, and has shown up the self-righteous 
old Commonwealth of Massachusetts in a way 
that must prevent her blowing her own horn in 
the ears of other States hereafter. 


But, if Butler be elected, we call on you, Men 
of Massachusetts, to hold him to his promises! 
He claims to have a single eye to the public 
welfare. He may be elected; but before you 
inaugurate him, let him state, on oath—which 
eye! ; E. S. L. 
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TO A CHUM IN LOVE. 


DEAR JACK: Your letter came last Saturday; 
I’m sure I thank you very much indeed; 

But am I blind, or do you really say 
You call quite often on the fair Miss Tweed? 


So you are caught at last in ‘‘ melting mood,” 

And all your celibate schemes, so serious seeming, 
Surrender, as I always thought they would, 

Unto a maiden’s matrimonial scheming. 


I thought you always frowned at pretty faces, 
And sneered at women whom we called so ‘“‘nice;” 
I thought you thought them all a bunch of laces, 
Unworthy of the slightest sacrifice. 


And this is but the first week, and you’re sighing— 
(Oh, don’t tell mze—-a lover always sighs.) 
At this same rate, by next week you'll be dying 
For just one glance from what’s her name’s bright 
eyes. 


Ha! ha! This laugh of mine is so unruly; 
Pardon me, Jack, I don’t mean to be rude; 

Indeed, I wish I were a woman, truly, 
Being by such a clever fellow wooed. 


But Jack, old boy, be careful how you treat her; 
Remember Tom, who loved his wife ‘‘so bad,’’ 
That just before the wedding he could eat her, 
And six weeks after only wished he had. 
Kar KASE, 








THE COURSE OF TRUE LOVE 
ILLUSTRATED. 


There was a Young Man of Hoboken, 
Who went to the theatre now and then. 
He was powerful, young, but of intellect spare: 
We don’t give his portrait, ’cause he had red 
* hair 
And it might hurt the paper. 
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This is the Maiden fair as day, 
Who sung in a serio-comic way, 
And got the Young Man much gone on her, 
In the variety thea/re, 

Generally called the Hoboken Temple of 

Thespis. 
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This is the Gaslight that lit the gloom 
Of the Young Man’s boarding-house __hall- 
bedroom. 
And he used to burn that same Gaslight 
Until exceedingly late at night, 
Which caused his landlady to make 








remarks about her gas-bills. 
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This is the gaslight, the way it was, 

After the Young Man put out the gas, 

And went to bed, to dream all night 

Of the beautiful Maiden with eyes so bright. 
It was a bad case of mash. 
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This is the terrible oath he swore 
To love the Maiden forevermore. 
For where in all the world could there be 
A Maiden so awfully jolly as she? 
You see, he was new to the business. 














This is Dust of Hoboken, ‘‘shook”’ 

From the Maiden’s feet, when herself she took 

Off, one day, to parts unknown, 

With the artist who slung the euphonious bone, 
And derived his name from his instru- 


ments. 
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This is a view of the Maiden gay, 

Taken after she’d gone away; 

Showing also the way the world began 

To appear in the eyes of that sad Young Man, 
Who felt bad about it. 
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This is the heart of the love-lorn youth, 
Who had not yet cut his wisdom tooth. 

But no sort of picture would ever show 

The quality of that young man’s woe— 
Not conveniently. 
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This is the terrible oath he swore 
To love no Maiden—no, never more. 
Which proceeding was, in many respects, 
A terrible blow to deal the sex. 

But perhaps the sex can stand it. 

















This is the early and proper hour 

At which that Young Man nowseeks his bower. 

He rails at life, and smiles but by stealth, 

But it is better—much—for the Young Man’s 
health. 


[The article shown above is the original G.- 
father’s clock. ‘Take no other.] 





‘‘CARMEN”’ is very Bizet, and so is Maple- 
son with “‘ Carmen.” 


Ir the publishers of the Lvening Telegram 
will teach their newsboys to sing out “* Ze/- 
egram, five o’clock,” and not to cry ‘‘ Gram’ f’ 
’clock,”’ people will not rush away from the 
youngsters in terror. This advice is gratui- 
tously given to Puck’s candidate for mayor. 


Ir the east side elevated road charged five 
cents at all times, and had straps to hold on 
by, it would not require a great effort of the 
imagination to think one was jogging along a 
surface road in a crowded and filthy Third 
Avenue horse-car—only that the latter slips 
over the rails without shaking one’s vitals to 
the consistency of a jelly. 
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PUCK, 


JERUSALEM AND JORDAN CROSSING R.R. (Through Line). 
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* Stops on Signal only. 
** Passengers for Kafoozleum take the 9:31 Milk trai 
+ Does not stop on Sunday. 


|| Ten minutes for refreshments. 











+f Connects with stage line for Jericho and Dead Sea Excursion boats. 


“{ Horse-cars to magnificent steamer ‘‘Ark,”’ Capt. Noah, for all landings. | 











TimME-TABLE FOR 1878. 
MOSES JOSEPHS, MOSES ISAACS, 
COR. EGYPT AND POTIPHAR STREETS , at 4 
' 11 STRAIT S7. 
DRESS AND READY-MADE SHIRTS. RRR de 
“Don't Tear.” (trade-mark.) | Highest Prices Paid for Ladies’ aud Gents’ Cast-off Clothing. 
6 FINE WAMSUTTA SHIRTS FOR 5 TALENTS. | Mrs. Isaacs will attend on Ladies. 
Jerusalem Varieties. | GOING UP. STATIONS. GOING DOWN, FOR 
A. Aumamiiie sc < ~: .5s Lessee. Exp. | Acc, Milk. Frt. | Exp. Acc, 'DD INA. _ 
| a ADVERTISING-SPACE 
REFINED ENTERTAINMENT. || A M. | P.M. | A.M, ARRIVE] (LEAVE) A.M. | AM. | P.M. ON THIS 
A ee. . 2. 2:05 | 3:08 | BOR tic kee. JERUSALEM........ 6:37 |11:02 | 5:40 || : 
GALAXY OF TALENT. | .... | 3:22 | r:ot |......Galilee Junction.....] 6:39 | .-.. | §:41 TIME-TABLE 
Davi Kine, hecee | 2:56 [18398 |..... Bethesda Springs 5 ay 7:10 |11:28 | 6:10 i . 
the celebrated Harpist. | Sess | wéas 8 abe deueee sats SOE one sedeu “aise | 6:50 ase 20 
Mike MESHACH, BSS 1:54 e aa — caveeee re | eS 3380 
Syria’s Favorite Moke. || 2°44 1239 | TIESTO |...- 22. wee ILOAM,.......-. 726 | 1:21 7:23 || 
Jacos ABEDNEGO, Same | Sree geeseg TC... Siloam Centre ...... 8:30 | ss The Jerusalem Crickets 
the Fire-King. B Fone Sh Bey E8ts89 |... eed South Siloam7+...... 8:31 | 7:24 | Advertising Co., 
AARON THE PRESTIDIGITATEUR. || . - . Sse eseees i, 4:5 Siloam * Roads7{+....| 8:33 7:25 || 
Mamie Miriam, eee ee tl eee East Siloam ....... seve | -oeu | 7:26 || 20 TEMPLE STREET, 
the Serio-Comic Warbler. || 2:40 | 1:31 [11:08 |..++0, . SILOAMVILLE|| ...... 8:35 | 1:25 | 7:27 <aiaetine 
And a host of other Stars. & I 704 z TO242 jee ccc sve ee 9:03 7°52 «“« He who by his biz would rise 
on | «+00 Poee . **) 10:06 |.++++.-Kafoozleum J Seis Rae 9:40 c.. | Ssag || Must either bust or advertise.” 
Admission - - - 1 trade shekel. | 1:07 |12:00 2 ae JORDAN CROSSING..... 10:17 | 3:01 | 8:53 || —Habbakuk. 
| A.M, | M. pM. | AM. | P.M. | pm. || 














It is scarcely necessary at this date to point out the many advantages of 


n. BETHESDA SPRINGS 
as a fashionable watering-place. 

Within easy R. R. ride of Jerusalem City, and blessed with its famous mineral 
springs, a certain cure for Consumption, Gout, Rheumatism, Colic, and Convul- 
sions, it is daily growing in public favor. 

For terms, by day or week, address 





J. MOSES, Grand Union Hotel. 








JORDAN R.R. 


A FULL AND DETAILED HISTORY 
OF THE 


JERUSALEM AND JORDAN CROSSING R. R. 


WHY IT FAILED 








AND IS NOW IN THE HANDS 
OF A RECEIVER. 





SPECIAL DISPATCH TO THE}! 


JERICHO SUN. 





HE many readers of the Sum will doubt- 
less feel an interest in the history of this | 
novel Judzan enterprise, which is, at 

present, we are sorry to say, in anything but a 
flourishing condition. 

The Jerusalem and Jordan Crossing Rail- 
road Company was incorporated in 1870 by 
several public-spirited citizens of the metropo- 
lis. The prime mover in the affair was the 
well-known banker, J. Isaac Scariot, whose re- 
markable career, from indigence to affluence, 
is one of the marvels of medern financiering. 
Mr. Scariot started in life on the small capital 
of $30 in silver, and has become, by dint of 
steady application to business, one of the 
largest capitalists in the country, and the king 
on ’change and in Temple Street. Associated 
with Mr. Scariot in this undertaking were the 
Baron Pfigtree, the Austrian speculator, and 
Lord Howlong, of the British Legation. 

The original issue of stock was 50,000 shares, 
at twenty talents a share. Half of this amount 








| Deginning. 
| this. 


was subscribed; principally in Jerusalem. On 
the completion of the road as far as Siloam- 
ville, the first mortgage bonds were issued, for 
a similar amount, at the rate of 7 per shent per 
annum. ‘These were in pretty good demand, 
and in March of '76 the road was completed 
to Jordan Crossing, and the first train ran over 
the rails on the 1st of April. 

‘The road, however, failed to pay from the 
Various reasous are assigned for 


trade, which was confidently counted upon to 
swell the freight earnings, has been at a stand- 
still for the past two years, and the Mt. Sinai, 
Canaan & Wilderness R. R. drew off much of 
the summer traffic. 

In June of this year, the coupons of first 
mortgage bonds, payable at the Sadducee Natl. 
Bank of Jerusalem, having been declared in de- 
fault, an application was made, before Judge 
Moses of the Supreme Court, sitting in Cham- 
bers, on behalf of the bondholders, represented 
by Mr. Nehemiah Shuhite, to put the line in 
the hands of a receiver. The motion was 
granted, and Agrippa B. Herod, Esq., was put 
in charge of the affairs of the company. 

Mr. Herod made his first report a month ago. 
He states that the management of the business 
has been extremely lax, not to say criminally 
careless, and points out that many members of 
the board of directors, men of generally ac- 
knowledged probity, aad in several cases iden- 
tified with religious societies, have grossly neg- 
lected the interests in their hands, and have 
laid themselves open to painful suspicions. 

This serves to point the moral, only too often 
impressed upon our minds within the last few 
years, that a seat in a fashionable synagogue, a 
broad phylactery, and a prayerful vocabulary 
are far from infallible guarantees of business 
integrity and commercial honor. 

Trains are still running on the road, although 
the number, as will be seen from the running 


For one thing, the Jerusalem old clo’ 


schedule, which we reprint above, has been 
considerably reduced; and, with strict economy, 
and an honest administration of the finances of 
the company, it is to be hoped that the Jerusa- 
lem and Jordan Crossing R. R. will, in a few 
years, take the high place it should undoubt- 
edly hold, both as a desirable’ business invest- 
ment and as a boon to the traveling public of 
the country. 

LaTER.—A meeting of the Board of Direct- 
ors of the Jerusalem and Jordan Crossing R. R. 
} was held on Thursday last, to settle upon the 
| future management of the road. The debate 

was very stormy. Mr. J. I. Scariot having 
| stated that the finances of the company were 
| in better condition than at any date since its 
opening, Baron Pfigtree promptly responded 
that Mr. J. I. Scariot was a common thief, li- 
beler and blackmailer. Mr. Scariot said that 
Baron Pfigtree, when he made the above assert 
tion, stated what he knew to be untrue. Baron 
Pfigtree then advanced toward Mr. Scariot, 
when Lord Howlong put his hands on the 
shoulders of the irate gentleman, and urged 
him to remember himself. Baron Pfigtree re- 
torted: “I do remember myself; but I will 
not be called a liar by such a man as he is.” 
The gentlemen then shook hands, and further 
strife was avoided. Sen 

The result of the meeting was that the road 
was put up at auction yesterday, at the Temple 
Street Hotel. The only bidder was Mr. Jonah, 
proprietor of the celebrated whale oil refinery 
of Messrs. Jonah & Co., of Nineveh, who of- 
fered $100,000 for the franchise. This offer 
was refused; the reserve price being $125,000. 

If we may judge from present appearances, 
the weary pilgrims from Jerusalem to jordan 
Crossing will soon have to hoof it. The Board, 
however, holds a meeting next week, and any 
action they may take will be promptly reported 
to our readers.—From the Jericho Sun of Oct. 








16th. 
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THE DAY OF ARRIVAL. 

1. Mrs. Dove returns from her summering in the 
mountains radiant and beautiful as Hebe, as sound in 
wind and limb as American Girl. Mrs. D, has always 
been considered remarkably kind in double harness. 
A child could drive her. 
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4TH DAY, 


4. And when it comes to showing the proper method 
of washing windows, Mrs. Dove is not to be recognized 
as the same woman. Hier beautiful temper has vanished 
to the four winds of heaven, and she feels decidedly 
sick. 


2ND DAY. 


2. But her usually sweet temper is slightly ruffled 
when she discovers that the plate-glass mirror in the par- 
lor has been cracked, not to say smashed, during her ab- 
sence. Somehow she does not feel as well as she did. 





5TH DAY. 

5. And on the 5th cay of her return, it is but a ghost 

of the lovely Mrs. Dove who drives her inefficient house- 

hold force to the door, and announces that hereafter she 

will cook, wash, iron and general housework for herself. 
She feels very ill. 








THE THEATRES. 


At WALLAcKk’s the classical comedies yield to 
“Our Club,” by Burnaud, in the course of a week; 
And Sheridan and Holcroft surrender the field to 
The dress-coated drama, complacent and sleek. 
Shook and Pa-mer, around at the SQUARE, still continue 
Getting Howard’s new play into shape for a run, 
Which will give all their artists occasion to win new 
Laurels, besides those of ‘* Mother and Son.” 


At the PARK, crowded houses are flocking to Lotta, 
To laugh at Ciga/e, and betwixt laughs to say: 
Oh, isn’t she funny ? How sprightly! And what a 
Ridiculous, wild and uproarious play!” 
At the Broapway, George Knight has succeeded von 
Stammwitz, 
(We won't say that Knight Otto hire a hall,) 
While the critic, astonished, cries out: ‘“Well, I’m damn 
*fit’s 
Such a variety-show, after all!” 


At Bootn’s, every evening, to excellent business, 
M. Bénedic’s clever French bouffists appear— 

A troupe more distinguished for absence of dizziness 
Than any we've had here for many a year. 

At the STANDARD, Miss Ilenderson announces the cast 

of her 

‘Almost a Life”—fixed for Saturday night. 

While at the FirtH AVENUuE (this week’s the last of her), 


NOT WHAT AUGUSTUS MEANT. 


COUNTRY. 
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3RD DAY. 


3. The condition of the furniture, moreover, makes 
it necessary to explain to the housemaid that there is a 
proper way to dust, and that this is the way, The prac- 
tical demonstration proves rather exhausting to Mrs. D. 


6TH DAY. 


6. Mrs. Dove is prostrated. Household cares have 
been too much tor her, and the family doctor, having 
been called in, gives his verdict: “ All the benefit de- 
rived from Mrs, Dove’s summer trip has been undone. 
Your wife is in a very dangerous way, sir, and, really, 
upon my soul, I can’t answer for her recovery—unless 
she goes into the country again!” 


WHEN Miss Mary Anderson goes on the 














| Stage as /u/ie/, she takes her chewing-gum out 
| of her angelic mouth, and sticks it against the 
| wing, to be finished when the scene is over. 
| Therefore it is that she remarks to Romeo: 





Modjeska is reveling in sweetness and light. 





“Cousin Parthenia, perhaps — don’t you 
think ?—is it quite proper, you know, for us to 
be —_ walking together? You’re not married, 
an ae 

“Somebody might take you for my son? 





Perhaps you’re right, Augustus dear.” 





| Stay but a little; I will gum again.” 


THE Holy Land railways seem to get into 
trouble with quite as much facility as those ofg 
our unholy country. Vide article from Jericho 
Sun, in another column. 








Ausweys Yor the Anvions. 
PACKARD.—Pack. 
JULIET.—Retire to the Tomb of the Capulets. 


SPRATT.—Why wake it from its calm and innocent 
slumber at the bottom of the waste-basket? Zhere it 
cannot harm the tenderest infant. Why let is loose for 
a scourge upon an already afflicted land ? 


Jacopus.—Couldn’t you calm down your muse—just 
a bit, you know—with hypodermic injections of—of— 
well, of prussic acid, or some other mild corrective of 
that sort? Poetry seems to come hard to her, and the 
spasms of inspiration are unpleasant to witness. If the 
above suggestion doesn’t please you, do you think you 
could manage to soothe her with a sledge-hammer, or 
operate on her with a buzz-saw, or do the square thing 
by outraged humanity in whatever way is most con- 
venient to you ? 
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A MOTHER’S FIRST 
LOVE. 


CHAPTER III. 


“EN days to wait, ten whole long days; 
“f) and yet old Time did not seem to slacken 


his pace after all, and hour after hour 
went by quickly and happily. Lucy almost 
wondered at their swiftness; but had she 
thought a little she would scarcely have been 
surprised. Lord Lynn often came in now ina 
friendly neighborly way, and generally man- 
aged to carry off the father and daughter for a 
long drive or pretty country walk. 

Once or twice Harry was induced to join 
them, and these three— Major Estridge, a man 
well versed in all the ways of the world, with 
the happy knack of putting people at ease and 
always saying the right thing; Lord Lynn, 
graceful and witty, with a well-stocked memory 
and original fancy; Harry |’Estrange, courteous 
and gentle, speaking seldom, but never without 
impressing his hearers with the strange charm 
of his voice and language—these three, gather- 
ed together, might well indeed hasten the 
ready flight of Time. Lucy, between the two 
latter, often thought that the one might stand 
for the deau ideal of a modern gentleman, 
polished and manly, and the other for the 
noble-hearted knight of olden chivalry. 

Thus the pleasant afternoons went by, and 
the long evenings were spent wandering about 
the moonlit grounds, or, when Lucy was alone, 
listening to Harry’s wondrous singing. 

One night he had been singing as usual, now 
speaking the deep thoughts of music’s grand 
old masters, now wandering away from them to 
warlike songs of nations, to nopular canzo- 
nettes, till at last he began, like the first time 
she heard him, to whisper very soft and low 
the words of an English song, one she knew 
not before; and the voice grew deeper and 
more tender as it rose, and the old-fashioned 
burden came breathing a passionate sorrow, so 
pathetic, so intense, that the silent girl, listen- 
ing in the window, felt as if some unknown 
bitterness were falling to her share. Oh, how 
often in after years those words, with the an- 
guish that the singer’s voice alone could give 
them, came back upon her memory! 

‘* Can we school the heart’s affection? 
Can we banish its regret? 

If you blame my deep dejection, 
Teach, oh, teach me to forget!’ 


And now they seemed to weep through the 
room till she could bear them no longer; and 
rising hastily, as if to break the spell, she went 
up to the piano, lifting Harry’s hand from the 
keys, as she said, half playfully, half sadly: 

‘‘You must not sing with such deep feeling, 
or I shall have to forsake all merriment at once. 
Where did you learn that song? What made 
you remember it to-night? It is very sweet, 
but oh, so sad!” 

‘“‘ Yes,” he answered dreamily, as if he were 
still thinking of the broken melody. “ Yes, it 
has all the sweetness and all the sadness of a 
wasted love.” 

‘And you make it sound even more de- 
spairing than it really is, 1 think, with those 
deep notes of yours.” 

““Dol? Oh, no! 
bitterness of despair ?”’ 

Again she looked at him, struck, as she had 
been once before, by the unwonted earnestness 
of his face and speech. 

** Do you really wish to know,” he said ab- 
ruptly, answering one of her former questions 
—do you really wish to know why I chose 
that song to-night ?” 

He had turned quite round now, and looked 
at her. 


How could | add to the 





_ “Yes,” she whispered, half awed by his anx- 
ious gaze. 

“I chose it because I feel the sorrow of those 
simple words with all the bitterness of reality, 
because I too have learnt to love in vain. 
Listen to me, Lucy. Oh, do not turn away in 
anger!” and the pleading voice touched her to 
the heart. ‘‘I have learnt to look on you as 
the one lovely thing in my troubled life; I 
have learnt to think of happiness and you as 
one and the same thing; and yet I did not fly, 
yet I remained in your sweet presence, mad- 
man that I was! too cowardly to tear myself 
away, to brand my heart forever with the hot 
iron of separation, and day by day I have 
grown weaker. Oh, pity me! I meant to 
have kept the knowledge of what I felt from 
you. I knew that my lack of fortune, that the 
very fact of being your father’s debtor in many 
things, should forbid my speaking to you like 
this, and yet I have broken the word I pledged 
to myself hundreds and hundreds of times. I 
am a greater coward than ever now. But you 
will forgive me, will you not ?” 

Again the appealing look that moved her so; 
and again the whispered “ Yes!” She could 
say nothing more. Her thoughts seemed at 
the same time so far from this love, so sudden 
and so new to her; and yet she was so near to 
its generous warmth and humility that she 
scarcely knew her own position, scarcely felt 
in the same every-day world that she had known 
before. She had placed her hand on his shoul- 
der when she came to him, and now, uncon- 
sciously, she let it remain there. 

** You are very gentle and very kind, Lucy; 
and by and by, when you are a great lady, and 
I am far away, working as men must work in 
this hard world, you will not quite forget me, 
will you? or think of me as a pauper, who 
presumes to ask for a priceless boon? Re- 
member, I only ask that you should feel a little 
for my pain—that you should give sometimes 
a gentle thought to poor Harry |’Estrange, e’en 
though you cannot care for him.” 

‘But I do care for you, Harry.” Slowly 
and tremblingly the words fell from her lips, 
almost inaudibly, she thought; but he heard 
them, and a look of unspeakable joy chased 
for one moment the dark shade from his eyes; 
yet, as if to shut out a vision too bright to be 
real, he bent his head low down, whispering: 

‘‘ Hush, it cannot betrue! Lucy, you know 
not what you are saying.” 

“Yes, I know.” Earnestly, as she had 
never spoken in her life before, the little words 
were uttered. Reverently he kissed the hand 
that still lay passive on his shoulder, whisper- 
ing, as if to it, ‘‘My darling!” and, ere he 
could add another syllable, as if afraid of what 
she had done, afraid of betraying herself again, 
she had vanished from him through the gloom. 

And now the long-wished-for night had 
come; the welcome time was at hand when Lucy 
was to make her first appearance in a ball- 
room; but her heart was full of a greater joy, 
and her eyes were bright with a happiness that 
the mere prospect of pleasure and excitement 
could not give. She had not spoken to Harry 
again since those rash words had fallen from 
her lips unbidden; but it seemed to her as if a 
sudden ray of sunshine had come, lighting her 
inward thoughts with a new distinctness, ban- 
ishing all doubts and darkness, leaving only 
the one great truth, that she loved him as she 
loved nothing else in the wide world. 

As she dressed for the ball she thought only 
of him, and when she came down in her girl- 
ish splendor, and her father had said, “‘I am 
proud of you, little one,” she turned to see 
what his fond looks would tell. He was look- 
ing at her with gentle tenderness in his eyes, 
yet with so much gravity that she felt almost 
rebuked for her gladness. He came near her, 
and said, in a low whispered voice: 





‘You are very beautiful, my darling. I am 
almost afraid of your great loveliness.” 

No more. A minute later he had placed 
her in the carriage with her father, and they 
were driving fast on the way to Lynn Castle. 
As they passed up the long avenue, crowded 
with the carriages of arriving guests, they could 
not help admiring the brilliant illuminations and 
splendid appearance of the old lordly place, 

*¢ Whence came the sounds of busy feet, 
And pleasant bursts of music sweet, 
Whilst every window glowed.” 

Lucy, who had been flatteringly consulted, 
and had given her opinion about some of the 
arrangements, almost marveled at tie effect of 
the rooms thus gorgeously decorated: she felt 
as if a kind fairy had suddenly invited her to 
wander about some aerial mansion of her own, 
instead of continuing among the common 
things of our dull earth. Their host even 
seemed more graceful and handsome to-night 
than usual, as if beautified by the reflection of 
his own bright surroundings. Very courteous, 
too, he was, full of pretty attentions to all, to 
Lucy especially, as his old “baby friend;” 
and so the evening went by full of delight to 
her. Later on, when Lord Lynn had got over 
the etiquette dancing of the night, he came to 
claim her hand. Lightly and skillfully he led 
her through the close mazes of the dance, and 
when it had ended,-took her to rest for a while 
in a pretty flower-trimmed room, from which 
they could see the whole vista of lighted space, 
bright with fair faces and costly apparel. 

‘* How do you like your first ball, Miss Es- 
tridge ?” he asked, seating himself by her side. 

‘‘Almost too much, I think. I can scarcely 
believe that I am my own quiet little self to- 
night, or that all this splendor about me can 
be anything but the gay shadows of a dream- 
ing fancy.” 

‘* Dreams are more suited to the soft shades 
of moonlight than to the glare of the ball- 
room, I imagine,” he answered, smiling. 
“Would you be afraid to come on the terrace, 
and see what magic spells the fair Diana doth 
cast over my poor domain, when she deigns to 
watch over this ‘very witching hour of night’?” 

‘‘Afraid! Of course not; I never had a cold 
in my life!” And so he found her wraps, and, 
having warmly muffled her, led her to another 
sort of enchanted scene: a beautiful lake in 
the distance, tall hills for a background, dark 
waving trees clustering in many places, the 
whole softened to a still poetic beauty by 
the night queen’s pale floods of silver. 

‘Oh, this is far better than the ballroom,” 
she cried; ‘‘ how peaceful, how lovely!” and 
they gazed on for a while in silence. 

“* How happy you must be,” she said, after a 
pause, ‘‘to look and know that every inch of 
this fair prospect claims you as its lord!” 

‘‘And how happy you must be,” he answered 
gallantly, ‘‘ to know that every one in yonder 
ballroom has proclaimed you its queen!” 

‘You are very courteous, sir knight,” she 
laughingly rejoined, ‘‘ but I did not know it, 
and even hearing, cannot believe.” 

‘* If you are incredulous I can but call the 
liege subjects together, and make them bow 
before their queen; you could not refuse their 
homage then, and surely the crown of beauty 
must be the very lightest and brighest of all!” 

“‘Oh, it must be; but my little head was 
never meant to wear a crown, however light.” 

He was about to reply, but her father came 
up at this moment to ask if she would very 
much mind going away at once, as he felt 
quite exhausted with such unusual festivity. 
Of courséshe was ready to go. An hour after 
she was nestled in her little white bed, with the 
tender warmth of a great love clinging round 
her heart, the still vivid senses of music and 
dancing, of brilliant lights and pretty speeches, 
rushing through her happy brain. 
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CHAPTER IV. 


THE next day Lord Lynn put his pretty 
pony-carriage at the disposal of Major and 
Miss Estridge. In a friendly little note he’ said 
he felt quite sure that they would like a drive 
after the fatigue of the preceding evening; and 
later on, when they had availed themselves of 
his kind offer, they met him riding slowly down 
a secluded country lane. He rode by the car- 
riage during the drive, and then escorted them 
home, talking all the way so gayly and pleas- 
santly, that the time he was with them seemed 
as a brief half-hour, though ‘‘the shades of 
night were falling fast” as he bade them fare- 
well, 

He came again the following day, hoping 
that Miss Estridge would do him the favor of 
riding a beautiful little horse he possessed, gen- 
tle as a lamb, he assured her, and quite fit for 
a lady’s use. 

Miss Estridge thanked him, but had to con- 
fess, smiling at her own poverty, that, alas, she 
had no such thing as a habit. 

**Oh, this is dreadful!’ he cried with mock 
despair; ‘‘ but the defect must be done away 
with, Estridge, you really must not let your 
fair daughter be deprived any longer of such 
healthy and becoming exercise.”’ 

The major smiled, and, to Lucy’s surprise, 
promised that a habit should be purchased as 
soon as possible. Harry joined them soon 
after, and they all strolled out as usual for a 
lazy ramble through the grounds. Whenever 
he appeared, it always seemed to Lucy as if 
some spirit of poetry and music had chosen 
this graceful human frame for its earthly abode. 
Lord Lynn remained with them till dinner- 
time; and, when he left them, the major, as 
usual, failed not to expatiate on his many good 
and charming qualities. 

Harry and Lucy had never added another 
word to the stolen sweetness of that twilight 
conversation at the piano. The girl always 
felt half ashamed and half afraid of herself 
now; yet, when the evening sky had darkened, 
when each small songster in his nest had whis- 
pered a last good-night to his brethren, when 
Nature’s thousand tongues were all hushed into 
silence, they wandered into the moonlit garden 
with a strange thrill of happiness at finding 
themselves once more together, and alone. It 
seemed as if the perpetual coming and going 
of the last few days had been a barrier placed 
between them. Now the barrier was broken, 
they could speak freely again. But they went 
farther and farther from the house, and scarcely 
a sentence broke the silence of the ‘“‘dewy 
eve;” and the short words that came seemed 
all to have sprung up miles away from their 
thoughts. 

At length they reached a pretty garden-seat, 
overhung by one. great weeping willow, sur- 
rounded by a light trellis-work covered with 
jasmine, convolvulus, and a number of winding 
leaves, that made it secluded and lonely as any 
lady’s bower in the legends of old. 

They sat down, and, with hand clasped in 
hand, remained quite silent still, as if afraid to 
break the sweetness of Love’s spell. 

** Lucy,” Harry began at last, “do you know 
that I feel like the base thief who steals his best 
friend’s dearest treasure; like the vile coward 
who has no heart to fight, but surrenders at 
once to’ save him from the struggle or the 
wound ?” 

** Hush, hush!” she said; ‘‘ Harry, why will 
you talk like this ?” 

‘* Because I have not been brave enough to 
suffer, and yet conceal my suffering; because I, 
a pauper, have told you of my love, and sought 
to win your gentle heart in return, when there 
are others with rank and riches—others, I 
know, who would gladly lavish their golden 
treasures at your feet.” 


‘‘ Hush!” she said again, placing her hand 
on his lips. ‘‘ Why will you worry yourself with 
such thoughts, the creatures of your own vivid 
imagination? And even were it so, your love 
is dearer to me than the wealth of all the uni- 
verse. If you say anything like this again, I 
shall think that you care very little for the so- 
called boon you sought for, and—have won,” 
she added, very low. 

He placed his arm round her, whispering, as 
he had done before, ‘“‘ My darling!’ but, 
checking himself, he quickly resumed: 

“© Lucy, you cannot understand what I 
feel. I amso happy; too happy ever to be 
quite wretched again, even though long years 
of sorrow should come, washing away with 
their bitter water half the sweetness of this 
bright hour. And yet I know that I am acting 
basely, selfishly; that I am very mean. Listen. 
I have nothing in the wide world to offer you 
save a wretched yearly sum, and whatever else 
my poor hands and brain can add to the paltry 
pittance. A bright prospect, indeed, for one 
like you, who might, and should, have thou- 
sands to command.” 

“You rave, Harry,” she answered. 
will you be so foolish ?” 

‘‘Nay, indeed, it is all true, Lucy; and I 
can give you nothing, nothing but poverty.” 

‘* What does it matter? I have always been 
poor, Harry. Can we not wait? Some day 
you will be rich, I know; you were never made 
to remain poor and unknown. ‘Tell me, will 
not your love be strong enough to last until 
then ?” 

“Oh, say that again!” he cried, almost 
kneeling at her feet; ‘‘ say that you will wait a 
little, that you will not give yourself to another 
unless I fail hopelessly in my attempt to be- 
come wealthy for your sake. I.ucy, say that 
you will be my wife if I succeed. O my dar- 
ling, promise that you will be my wife!” 

The passionate appeal touched every tender 
chord in her heart; she stooped down to him, 
pressing her lips to his forehead; but ere she 
could answer his pleading in words, a well- 
known voice, that chilled them like a touch of 
ice, sounded on the still night air like astrange 
discord, slow and solemn as a death-knell. ‘‘ She 
will never promise that with her father’s con- 
sent,” it said; ‘‘and she is too good a daugh- 
ter to disobey him in such a matter as this.” 

Yes, he was there, her father! In a moment 
he was close to them, and, disengaging his 
daughter’s hand from Harry’s, he drew her to- 
wards him, placing his arm round her waist, as 
if more effectually to separate them. 

He seldom came to this spot—scarcely ever 
—unless when anxiety or trouble made him 
long for solitude, or when some great change 
had to be planned, some great resolve taken; 
and to-night Fate had led him here, apparently 
without purpose; cruel Fate! whose hand seems 
ever ready to strew the hapless path of Love 
with thorns. 

And now he stood between them, quiet and 
gentlemanly as ever, but with a look of deter- 
mination on his face that his trembling daugh- 
ter never remembered to have seen there be- 
fore. 

‘* Harry l’Estrange,” he began, in a calm low 
voice, ‘‘ your father was the dearest friend of 
my youth, and I have transferred to you a 
large portion of the esteem and affection I felt 
for him; but I cannot allow my daughter to 
pledge herself to one who is not even capable 
of offering her a suitable home. I cannot, and 
will not, let her, in girlish heedlessness, doom 
herself to life-long poverty and care. ‘This 
may seem to you very hard, very cruel now, 
perhaps, but, believe me, child,” he added 
more gently, stooping to kiss his daughter’s 
forehead, ‘‘ believe me, your father knows that 
which is best and right.” 

Oh, the iron strength of those cold words 
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“best and right”! The helpless girl, as if 
frozen to death, felt unconscious of all save a 
heavy weight at her heart, and the last prayer 
of her dead mother ringing through her ears— 
“You will sadly miss a mother’s care, my poor 
darling; but your father loves you fondly; he 
will be there to watch over and protect you; 
he willknow what is best. O Lucy, that I may 
die in peace, promise that you will never cross 
your father’s will;”’ and the promise was given, 
and the gentle mother died with a peaceful 
smile on her lips. And now—oh, irony of 
Fate!—she bowed her weary head beneath the 
weight of that promise. Oh, must she surren. 
der the dearest hope of her young life? If 
her mother had known, would she have hurt 
her thus ? 

Harry looked at her, as if to gather from her 
bearing what she wished him to say; he only 
saw a drooping, helpless face, a great accepted 
sorrow. 

‘You are right, sir,” he said; “‘ long ago I 
felt, 1 knew, that any father must speak as you 
have spoken now. ‘The beggar who longs for, 
and hopes to wear on his poor robe, some glit- 
tering priceless gem must be asad maniac in- 
deed!” 

*‘Do not speak so bitterly, Harry; we must 
remain friends; we shall be friends always, in 
spite of all. No son-in-law could have been 
nearer my heart ‘f—But it is useless talking 
any more—useless to prolong a painful scene. 
You must part now, poor children!” he added, 
with a new tenderness in his voice (perhaps 
his own young days flashed across his mind 
just then); ‘you must part now, and by and 
by, when Time has helped you to forget, you 
will meet and be good friends again.” 

Did he feel for them? Lucy wondered, as 
her dull ear caught the softened tones. Per- 
haps; but, looking at his firm though saddened 
face, she knew that no supplications would 
avail against his strong resolve. 

‘ Good-bye, Lucy!” her lover said, with a 
trembling in his voice that he could scarcely 
master. 

She could bear it no longer. With a great 
cry of anguish she turned to her father: ‘Take 
me away! Oh, take me away!” 

Very gently and tenderly he obeyed. Once 
or twice he tried to soothe her with caressing 
words, but she could only answer, ‘‘O father, 
father, you have broken my heart!” 

She went up to her room with the faltering 
step of age, and her brothers and sisters stared 
at her, wondering what could have happened 
to their ‘little mother Lucy,” as they fondly 
called her. They tried to comfort her, to wind 
their arms about her neck; but she asked them 
to go from her, and not to make a noise, be- 
cause she felt so ill. And when they pleaded 
to be near her, promising to be quite still, she 
said ‘‘no” again, filling them, for the first time, 
with a sense of weariness. And so the stricken 
girl went to her little room, with dry burning 
eyes, and a feeling as if Death had knocked at 
the door of her heart again, taking her dearest 
treasure from her. 

(To be continued.) 


Can-apa Cavendish go to Montreal if she 
chews ?— Danbury News. 

‘THE cheapest way to settle back rents is to 
buy an ulster.— Cin. Commercial. 

Ir is when a woman tries to whistle that the 
great glory of her mouth is seen without being 
heard very much.—Andrew’s Bazaar. 

Tug Ohio river was so low last week that 
pilots had to bore artesian wells in order to 
discover the channel.— Wheeling Leader. 

WELL, it isn’t long now before the unsuc- 
cessful candidate can furnish his 150 excuses 
why he was beaten.— Detroit Free Press. 
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AN OLD SONG. 


In ancient days their lived a Turk— 
A horrid beast within the East — 
Who did the prophet’s holy work, 
As Baba of Jerusalem. 
He had a daughter, sweet and smirk— 
Complexion fair and dark-blue hair— 
With naught about her like a Turk, 
Except the name, Ka-foozle-um. 
0-0! Ka-foozle-um! Ka-foozle-um! Ka-foo- 
zle-um! 
O-o Ka-foozle-um! the daughter of the Baba! 


A youth resided near to she; 
His name was Sam, a perfect lamb; 
He was of ancient pedigree, 

And came from old Methusalem. 
He drove a trade, and prospered well, 
In skins of cats and ancient hats; 
And ringing at the Baba’s bell 

He saw and loved Ka-foozle-um. 


If Sam had been a Musselman, 
He might have sold the Baba old, 
And with a verse of Alcoran 
Have managed to bamboozle him; 
But, oh, dear, no! he tried to scheme, 
And passed one night the area gate, 
And stole up to the Turk’s hareem, 
To carry off Ka-foozle-um. 


The Baba was about to smoke, 
His slaves rushed in with horrid din, 
‘‘ Masshallah, dogs your home have broke, 
Come down, my lord, and toozle’em!” 
The Baba wreathed his face with smiles, 
Came down the stair and witnessed there 
A gentleman in three old tiles 
A kissing of Ka-foozle-um. 


The pious Baba said no more 

Than twenty prayers, but went up-stairs 

And took a bow-string from a drawer, 
And came back to Ka-foozle-um. 

The maiden and the youth he took, 

And choked them both, and, little loth, 

Together pitched them in the brook 
Of Kedron, near Jerusalem. 


And still the ancient legend goes, 
When day is gone from Lebanon, 
And when the eastern moonlight throws 
A shadow on Jerusalem, 
Between the wailing of the cats 
A sound there falls from ruined walls, 
A’ ghost is seen with three old hats 
A kissing of Ka-foozle-um! 
O-o! Ka-foozle-um! Ka-foozle-um! Ka-foo- 
zle-um ! 
O-o! Ka-foozle-um, the daughter of the Baba! 
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‘*My darling,” says Mr. Sadrake, who has 
been ostensibly duck-shooting at San Mateo all 
the day and night previous, ‘‘did the office- 
boy bring you those ducks I shot, as I told 
him?’’ “No, sir, he did not,” replied Mrs. 
S., in an icy and appalling manner; “ but the 
butcher’s boy has been here to say that, as he 
cannot fill your order for wi/d ducks to-day, he 
sends you a half-dozen tame ones instead.” 
Tableau.—San Fran. News-Letter. 
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THE paragrapher that was hanged said to 
the crowd around the gallows, “ ‘This life is but 
a hemp-tie show.”—- Graphic. 


“THE Sufferings of a Tarred Man,” going 
the rounds, cannot compare with the tortures 
of the otard man.— Cin, Sat. Night. 


“I am one of the people,” says Mr. ‘Tilden. 
You are Sammy, you are. One of the worst 
kind of people.— Burlington Hawkeye. 


Hurry up that electric light. —The man who 
drops a penny in astreet-car wants to buy four- 
teen yards of it.— Detroit Free Press. 


THE report of Tilden being engaged to a St. 
Louis belle is pronounced false. Sammy doesn’t 
cipher matrimony.— Cin. Saturday Night. 


BEAVERS never speak of each other as 
“‘straight-haired.” ‘They say of a square 
beaver, he is fur-straight.— Cin. Saturday 
Night. 


Younc clergymen will please leave the size 
of their feet with the sexton at the church in 
season for Christmas slippers.—Wew Orleans 
Picayune. 


Pror. Tice has sued an almanac publisher 
for stealing quite a quantity of his weather 
which he had saved up for next year.—Dan- 
bury News. 

A New York man stabbed a woman the other 
day with a dagger, mistaking her for his wife. 
He apologized when he discovered his mistake. 
— Oil City Call. 

THERE has been a great cry made that a 
chalk mark will keep ants out of food. We have 
noticed the fellows never get in our milk.— 
Syracuse Sunday Times. 


For goodness sake Washington boasts of 
having 103 churches; but then it has the seat 
of Government, and sinners gain by that.— 
New Orleans Picayune. 

‘THE gentlemen who have been decorated as 
Chevaliers at the great Parisian Palace of In- 
dustry, must not be rated as Chevaliers a’ /ndus- 
trie. —Phila. Evg. Bulletin. 


THE Graphic remarks that women are fun- 
niest when they say nothing. And then spoils 
the intended compliment by saying that women 
are seldom funny.—Lochester Express. 

James GoRDON BENNETT has been beaten at 
polo.— xchange. He can sympathize with 
General Howard, who is in the habit of being 
beaten by po’ Lo.— Wheeling Sunday Leader. 


An old campaigner says speaking two hours 
in the open air is a great strain ona man. It 
is also a great strain on facts, figures and the 
patience of listening victims.—ew Orleans 
Picayune. 

SETH GREEN has received a gold medal from 
France. It is labeled ‘Paris, Green, Poisson- 
ier.” But why they spell a Paris green poi- 
soner with two s’s deponent Seth not.—/%i/a. 
Kvug. Bulletin. 


‘* REMEMBER Lot’s wife,” said St. Luke. And 
from the mysterious yonder comes the answer 
from Brigham Young’s ghost: ‘‘ Yes, | remem- 
ber Lot’s wives. In round numbers about 
eighteen.” —Aoston Fost. 


EpitH O’GorMan, the enraged nun, has 
broken loose again in New Jersey. She has a 
regularly ordained husband and a son in New 
York, but these facts do not appear on the pos- 
ters.— Burlington Hawkeye. 


Wir her enthusiastic, impulsive liberality, 
Queen Victoria has contributed five cents for 
the yellow fever sufferers. Why doesn’t Vic. 
try to curb her extravagant habits and save up 
something for a rainy day ?>—San Fran, News- 
Letter. 
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A SOLILOQUY. 


I am General Benjamin Franklin Butler, 

Sometimes called Slippery Ben, for short, 

Doomed for a certain term (fee) 

To appear in Court and sass most everybody, 

And to stay there till I win or lose, 

And all the spondulux which my client has 
made 

Is transferred to me, by cash, check, or note 
of hand. 

But for the present I am confined to trotting up 
and down the State, 

Retailing any kind of a story that will bring me 
votes. 

I am the reform candidate for Governor, 

The horny-handed son of toil, the rag-baby’s 
nurse, 

The poor man’s friend, the widow’s helper, 

The guardian of soldiers’ orphans, the hero of 
Fort Fisher, 

And a life-long friend to General Butler. 

I blackguard Democrats, tell ’em they were 
traitors 

And destroyed the Union; I abuse Republicans, 

Go for the bloated bondholders like a thousand 
of bricks, 

Pitch into salaried bummers (though I am salary- 

grabber myself), 

“agin” everybody that’s 

“agin” me. 

But that I am forbid (for I’m after Hayes’s seat) 

To tell the secrets of my former life, 

I could a tale unfold whose lightest word 

Would raise the very Old Nick from Berkshire 
to the sea— 

Aye, from the Atlantic to the Pacific, 

From the frigid North to the torrid South. 

But I don’t propose to tell. Benjamin F. Butler 
is not 

That kind of a hair-pin. 


And in fact am 


— Boston Post. 


THE latest popular song is ‘‘Why does sister 
lace so tight, when mama says she mustn’t ?” 
— Boston Fost. ‘The next two lines are ‘‘Be- 
cause her fellow thinks it right, and contradict 
she dusn’t.”—//ila. Bulletin. 


THE signs which say ‘‘Umbrellas recovered” 
and ‘Shirts retailed’? mean nothing of the 
sort. An umbrella once loaned is never re- 
covered, and a shirt once shorn must go by de- 
fault.—New Orleans Picayune. 


AUTUMN poetry and opinions of eminent 
persons concerning yellow fever, its probable 
cause and certain cure;should be handed in 
before snow comes if intended for publication. 
—New Orleans Picayune. 

VicToRIA WOODHULL is said to be engaged 
to a Cincinnati man who can play on a harmo- 
nican with his toes. She may yet settle down 
and be able to take a State Fair premium on 
darning socks.— Detroit Free Press. 

Ir puzzles a man beyond all expression to 
bend over a trade dollar and gaze into its dis- 
sembling face, and wonder and wonder and 
wonder where in thunder that missing ten cents 
got out and where it has gone.— Hawkeye. 


“‘Oucut the Harvard Eight go to England ?” 
asks the N. Y. Graphic. We'deight to see them 
go there and get beaten like sixty. However, 
they might be more fourteen-eight than we 
think—figurativily speaking.— Aorr. Herald. 


*‘ANTI-HIC-FAT, eh?” said the tired stranger 
looking at the advertisement on the bill board, 
as he clung to a friendly lamppost. ‘‘Anti-fat, 
eh? "Taint that ails me. Anti-lean is—hic— 
what I want.” And with one more vigorous 
effort he pushed the clinging lamppost away 
from him, walked backward across the street, 
and fell over a dray and half way up the side 
of a house.— Hawkeye. 
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INGERSOLL says that Moses. made some mis" 
takes. But it must be remembered that Moses 
did not have the advantages of to-day. He 
did not know that man had evoluted from the 
monkey, If he had seen Ingersoll, now, he 
might have changed his opinions, ‘That is, In- 
gersoll might have told him.— Rochester Ex- 
press. — 


THE greatest objection we have to Kearney 
is that he bears a name which we revere and 
honor, the name of a man under whose banner 
we fought, and whose memory we cherish as a 
bright and gallant thought—V. Y. Commercial 
Advertiser. It is a little rough on gallant Phil. 
And equally so on France’s patron saint, after 
whom Kearney is named, because he has lost 
his head. —Fhila. Bulletin. 





APOLLINARIS 


NATURAL 


Mineral Water, 


The Queen of Table Waters, 
HIGHLY EFFERVESCENT. 


Dr. J. MILNER FOTHERGILL. London. ‘The 


Exquisite Apollinaris ; A Delicious Beverage.” 


PROF. J. A. WANKLYN, St. George’s Hosp., 
‘‘Highly Effervescent, Wholesome, and absolu- 








SPECIAL AND 
poet SIVE ST YLES 


French and English 


DRESS MATERIALS 
Arnold, Constable & Co. 


Ask the das = oh their CUSTUMERS and the PUBLIC to 
their large and choice selection of 


DRESS FABRICS AND SUITINGS, 


In CAMELS’ HAIRS 
OTTOMAN VELOUR 
FANCY CHEVIOT 
VELVET STRIPE CORDUROYS, 
BROCADE ARMURES, 
; PERSIAN BROCADES, 


SICILIANS, 
FANCY and CLAN PLAIDS, &c. 


Also, a Fine Stock of 


PLAIN AND FANCY GRENADINGS. 


In EVENING COLOR ZES, &e., 
FOR BALL AND "RECEPTION TOILETS. 


Broadway, Cor. 19th Street. 


“CREPE DE SANTE,” 
“CARTWRIGHTS & WARNER'S,” 


And other CELEBRATED MAKES of 


UNDERGARMENTS, 


FANCY AND PLAIN SILK, 
BALBRIGGAN, 
CASHMERE, } Logs 
ND CuTTON 


HOSIERY 


Of every description, for 
LADIES, GENTLEMEN and CHILDREN, 


AT POPULAR PRICES. 


Arnold, Constable & Co., 


BROADWAY, COR. (9th STREET. 


KID 


UNDRESSED KID, 
DOG SKIN, 
and CASTOR 


GLOVES. 


FALL IMPORTATION 


JUST RECEIVED. 


Arnold, Constable 


c& COoO., 
Broadway, corner 19th Street. 











ake Pure; superior to all others.’ 

DR. R. OGDEN DOREMUS. ‘Absolutely pure and 

wholesome; superior to all for daily use; free from all the ob- 
jections urged against Croton and artificially aerated waters.”’ 

DR. PETER HOOD, President of the Hert-, 
Medical Society, &e. ‘Superior to Vichy and Vals.’ 

PETER SQUIRE, F. L. S., Chemist to the Queen. 
roth Edition of CoMPANION TO THE BRITISH PHARMACOPAEIA. 
**Exhilarating ; Good for Sickness, Dyspepsia, and Loss of 
Appetite.’” 

C. MacNAMARA. F.R. C.S., C. S.1., Surgeon to 
Westminster Hosp., London. ‘More holesome 
and Refreshing than Soda or Seltzer Water.’ 

HERMAN WEBER, M.D., F.R. C. P., Physician 
to the German Hosp., London. “Of great value 
in lithic acid diathesis, in catarrh of the bladder, and of the 
respiratory organs; agreeable and useful. 


FREDERICK DE BARY & C0., 


41 & 43 Warren Street, NEW YORK. 
Sole Agents for United States and Canadas. 
FOR SALE BY DEALERS, GROCERS AND DRUGGISTS. 


Evere genuine bottle bears the Yellow label. 





























AND YET BEING SOLD AS my 


COCR Cente YEASY 


RE WORTHLESS IMITATIONS 
- EE 20> - ae - 


aes ee CHMANN & COS. 


WOINE ARTICLE 

















Patents, Trade Marks 


are promptly secured by the Patent Office of 


PAUL GOEPEL. 


Staats-Zeitung Building, Tryon Row, New York. 


ADVICE AND PAMPHLETS FREE. 
Speeial terms for FOREIGN PATENTS if taken with U.S 
Patents. 


Isaac Smith's Umbrellas 


GUANACO, patented......... 


SILK, paragon frame 
FINE SILK UMBRELLAS 
in great variety. 
UMBRELLAS and PARASOLS to order 
and repaired. 
CANES in every style—a large assortment. 
36 FULTON ST., near Pearl. 
150 FULTON ST., near B’dway. 
304 BROADWAY, near Wall. 
1188 BROADWAY, near 2oth st. 
405 BROADWAY. ea Canal. 


Established A.D 1802, 





PPR ALAL POP AAP AL AP ALA AL APPR PRPR ARPA 


THE GREAT EUROPEAN NOVELTY. 


HUNYADI JANOS. 


The Best Natural Aperient. 


The Lancet. — ‘“Hunyadi 
nos. — Baron Liebig affirms that 
its richness in aperient salts sur- 
passes that of all other known 
waters.” 

TheBritish Medical Jour. 

sn mal, — “Hunyadi Janos.— The 
most agreeable, safest, and most 
we 6efficacious aperient water.’ 

PROFESSOR VIRCHOW, 
Berlin. ‘Invariably good and 

prompt success; most valuable.’ 

PROFESSOR BAMBER. 
GER, Vienna. ‘‘I have pre- 
scribed these: Waters with remar- 

kakle success.”’ 

PROFESSOR SCANZONI, Wurzburg. ‘‘I prescribe 
none but this.”’ 

PROFESSOR LAUDER BRUNTON, M. D., F. R. 
S., London. “‘More pleasant than its rivals, and sur- 
passes them in efficacy 

PROFESSOR AITKEN, M. D., F.R.S., Royal 
Military Hospital, Netley. «Preferred to Pullna 
and Friedrichshall.”’ 


A Wineglassful a Dose. 
INDISPENSABLE TO THE TRAVELLING 


Every genuine bottle bears the name of THE APpoLtinaris Co, 
(limited), London. 


Fre@’k De Bary & Co., 
41 & 43 WARREN Street, 
NEW YORK, 
Sole Agents for the United States and Canada. 
FOR SALE BY DEALERS, GROCERS, AND 
DRUGGISTS. 


The Label on every genuine Bottle 1s printed on BLUE paper 


CENUINE 


PUBLIC. 





TKE SPRINGS OF VICHY 

are owned by the French Government, and the waters 
are bottled under its supervision, exactly as they flow 
from the Springs, nothing added or removed. They 
have nothing in common with a much advertised im- 
ported water which claims to be superior to them. 

They are alkaline, and the following is a summary 
of their different applications: 

HAUTERII "E OR CELESTINS 


are prescribed for gravel, calculi, diabetes, gout, 
rheumatism, diseases of the kidneys, &e. ; 


GR. ANDE | GRILLE 


for diseases of the liv er: 
He AUTERIVE OR HOPITAL 


for diseases of the stomach, (dyspepsia,) the latter 
more adapted for delicate patients. 

They are highly recommended by the leading 
physicians of Europe and of this country. 

The name of the spring is on the cap, also the year 


of the bottling. 
Drink before breakfast ; also at table, pure or with 
wine, For sale by Grocers and Druggists. The trade 


supplied by the Sole Agents, 
/ 
BOUCHE FILS & Co., 
37 Beaver St., New York, 

Dr. SWEENY’S 

OLD ESTABLISHED AND WELL-KNOWN 
— 3 Nv, ~ 
DENTAL ROOMS 
No. 6 E. 14th Street, near Sth Ave. 

Beautiful Mineral Gum Sets, best Quality, greatest Durability 
and Elegance for $2.50—5.00 and $10.00. Pure Gold filling from 
$2.50. Other filling $1.00 

Teeth extracted with pure fresh Gas—free. 


The above prices are for strictly First Class Work, and yeu will do 
well to try us before going elsewhere.—Open Evenings and Sundays. 








DENTAL OFFICE 


OF 


Philippine Dieffenbach - Truchsess, 


162 West 23rd St., bet. 6th’& 7th Aves.; N. Y. 


Late 389 CANAL STREET. 


Cheapest Bcook-Store in the World. 
175672 NEW and OLD Standard WORKS in Every 


Department of Literature, A!most given away, Mammoth 
Catalogue free. Books bought. 


BESSA, D BROSsS., 
3 BEEKMAN ST., Opp. Post Office, N. Y. 
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"D. A. MAYER, 


IMPORTER OF 







526 Broadway, 
NEW YORK. 








THE ONLY HOUSE IN THE UNITED STATES WHERE 
HUNGARIAN WINES ARE SOLD, WHICH HAS 
BEEN AWARDED FOR “PURITY” AND 
“SUPERIOR QUALITY” BY THE 
CENTENNIAL COMMISSIONERS, 1876. 

No connection with any other House in the United States. 














WHY IS IT? 


Why do the people crowd the rooms of the Colton Dental As. 


sociation? Five Reasons. 1st—Because they originated the use 


of the gas. 2d—Because they have given it to 103,261 patients 
without a single accident or failure 3d—Because they do nothing 
but extract teeth, and constant practice enables them to do it in 


the best manner. 4th—Because nearly all the best dentists in the 
city recommend their patients to them. 5th—Because they make 


No. 19 Cooper Institute, N, Y, 


the gas fresh every day. 








PHOTOGRAPHER, 


347 East 14th Street, 
Between rst & 2nd Aves., New York.—Closed on Saturdays only. 





OTTO LEWIN, 


The well known Artist Photographer, 
989 THIRD AVE.,S. E. Cor. 59th St,, 
294 BOWERY, above Houston St. 
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a. L. DE VEN OGE, = 
tu 41 South William Street, New Vork. = 
x= GENERAL ACENT. = 
For Sale by all the Principal Wine 
Merchants and Grocers. F 





NOTICE. 





No. 26 (issue of September 5th, 1877) of ** Puck” 
will be bought at this office, No. 13 North William 
Street, at full price. 





CERMAN 


STUDENT LAMP, 


Complete only $5.00. 


THE CELEBRATED 4 


ALso THE Famous 


Vienna Coffee Pot, 


ALL SIZES. 





IMPORTED ONLY BY 


E. D. BASSFORD, : 


HOUSE-FURNISHING, 


HARDWARE. CHINA, GLASS, 
CUTLERY. SILVERWARE AND 
COOKING UTENSILS. 


1, 2, 3, 12, 13, 15, 16 &17 COOPER INSTITUTE, N. Y. CITY: 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 


363 CANAL ST,, N. Y., 


¢ffer great Bargains in 


WATCHES, DIAMONDS, JEWELRY, STER- 
LING SILVER AND TRIPLE PLATED 
TABLE WARES. 
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AS 


WEDDING AND HOLIDAY GIFTS 


mn endless variety at close prices. 





EsTABLISHED 1838, 





AP ML, 
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“Tried and Proven Trustworthy” 


SS 


YOU CAN BUY A WHOLE 


Prices Lower than before the War. 
251 and 253 Broadway, New York. 





Witt 


IMPERIAL AUSTRIAN 


100 FLORINS GOVERNMENT BOND, 


issue of 1864 
which Bonds are issued and secured by the Government, 


and are redeemed in drawings 


FOUR TIMES ANNUALLY, 


until each and every Bond is drawn with a larger or smaller 
Premium. Every Bond must draw a prize, as there are 


NO BLANKS. 
The three highest prizes amount to 
200,000 FLORINS, 
20,000 FLORINS, 
15,000 FLORINS, 


and Bonds not drawing one of the above Prizes must draw a 
Premium of not less than 
200 FLORINS. 


The next drawing takes place on the 


FIRST OF DECEMBER, 1878, 


and every Bond bought of us on or before the first of December, is 
entitled to the whole premium that may be drawn thereon on that 
date. 

Out-of-town orders, sent in REGISTERED LETTERS and in- 
closing $5, will secure one of these Bonds for the next d 

For Orders, circulars or any other information address any 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING 00, 


185 CHATHAM SQUARE (Bank Building), N. Y. City. 
ESTABLISHED SINCE 1874: 
N.B.—In wniting, please state you saw this in the English Puck. 
















IMPORTERS AND MANUFACTURERS OF 


GENTLEMEN’ S HATS 
174 Fifth Ave., 169 way, 


Berween 22d & 23rd Streets, Near Cortrcanpt Street, 
NEW YORK, 


MATHESIUS & FREY, 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


CABINET 


FURNITURE 


Upholstery, Decorations, &c., 
at Prices to suit the times. Every Article guaranteed. 
91 BLEECKER ST., NEW YORK. 











THE BEST ALL TOBACCO CIGARETTE. 
Sold by all Dealers and Maaufactured by B. POLLAK, WN. Y. 





NICOLL, The Tailor, 


139—149 Bowery. 


PAN FS 00 Gree... cccccdcccccccecesccsecdibeosies $3.00 to $10.00 
tg ER eee ee ares a $12.00 to $40.00 
OVERCOATS to order..... 22. cece ceseseeeee eee $12.00 upward. 





BACK NUMBERS 
OE agg SSS 


CAN BE SUPPLIED ON DEMAND, 





ADDRESS, 

Wilimer & Rogers News Company, 
31 Beekman Street, New York, 
OR, 

PUCK PUBLISHING COMPANY, 


13 N. William Str., New York. 





PATENT COVERS 


FOR 


FILING PUCK 


PRICE $1.00 EACH. 





OR SALE AT “PUCK” OFFICE, 
13 North William Street, 
Near Frankfort/Street. NEW YORK. 






































